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Chap. XIX..A Menace.
At first I hardly grasped the import of

my brother's words, or the fact that here
was the old fateful'destiny upon me aga4n,
so lost were the few faculties I could com¬
mand in wonder at tfis^unexpected appear¬
ance In London.

I gtared and stared, and had not a word
to say.
"Where's your tongue, old chap?" he

cried. "Tlys is an affectionate greeting
on your part, upon my word, and after
near four years, too."

I passed my. hand across my forehead
and strove to smooth tha cotifusion there¬
from.

i "You must forgive me," I said at length;
"tills sudden meeting has driven me all"
abroad; and then I got stuck down there
by mistake and the sight has half-turned
m.v brain. 1 think."
"By mistake, was it?" he said, with a

mocking titter. "Oh, Benny. don't I know
you?.though your looks are changed, too,
for the matter of that; more than mine
are, I expect."

I could well believe it. Soul and man¬
hood must have wrought new expression
In me; but, for Jason, he was the Jason
of old.fuller, more set aud powerful; yet
the same beautiful personality with the
unlnterpretable eyes.
"Well," he said, "aren't you surprised to

eee me?"
"Surprise isn't the word."
"Nor pleasure either. I expect."
"No. I should be a liar to say it was."
"Well, you used to be that, you know;

though I dare say you've found out the
better policy now."

it any rate, as you're here, you'll come
iionie with me, wont you?"
"Of course; rhaf's what I intend. I've

been In London three or four davs, and
went over to your old'place yesterday, but
foiiarl you had left. I got the new address
of .1 queer old felloA- there. Why didn't
yauael! us you had changed?"

"I did; I wrote to dad ;ibout it."
"Well, anyhow, he never told me."
"Tb>H fnnny. How is he?"

i.ie same old besotted curmudgeon
as ever.
"Don't:"Jason. Dad's dad for all his

failings."
"Yes, a$ffl Zyp's Zyp for all hers."
It gave tpe a thrill to hear the old name

spoken famifferly, though by such reckless
11 Pus.

"Is- is she_all right?"
She s Zyp.- I -tell you, and that means

anything that'a Uprightly and unquenchable.
Let her alone fw-a jade! I'm sick of her
name.
Was it evident from this that hig suit haa

not prospered? I looked at his changing
e.ves and my heart .reeled with a sudden
sick intoxication of tao'pe. Was my reason-
nig to be all gone through with again?
"( ome." I said. "let'£ make for mv place.
A fellow-hand lives with me there."
We walked up Holborn together. He had

eves for every incident, a tongue that sel¬
dom. ceased wagging. Many a smart and
Wiwdered working girl, tripping to her busi¬
ness, nudged her companion and looked
after him. He accepted it art with a bold
indifference.the masterful .condescension
that sets tight-laced breasts a-twlttering

WOMAN'S ECONOMY.
A Tea Cup Club Chat and What

the Conversation
Disclosed.

Disturbed by Man's Failure to Ap¬
preciate an Honest Effort

to Save.

"My husband doesn't appreciate econ¬

omy," sighed the young woman in the tan

cape.
"Of course not," said the young woman

in the black cloth gown; "neither does
mine. Why, last Winter he gave me

money to buy a new wrap. I decided that
I'd save the money, wear my Fall cape
this year, and. w-hen next Winter eemes,

buy a sealskin with what I had saved and
what he would give me for another new

wrap. If that isn't economy, I'd like to
^tnow what is?"
"It certainly is, but a man" '

'les. Well. I caught a cold from wear-
in I that thin cape and had a dreadful case

pneumonia. The doctor and trained
arse cost mo-e than a sealskin, and, if

*vou will believe it, my husband seemed
think it was my own fault!"

"Of course; but ydu saved your money.
"'dn't you?"

"Olf, yes. I finally decided to buy the
¦°veliest bgll gown with it. To be sure, I

**t go to balls, but 1 might want to some

and then my dress wouldn't cost my
"l: *band a cent!"

^ ^ru-e' ' young woman in
the tan cape, "and your husband will man-

the sealskin next Winter, anyhow, lest
'ju catch another cold."
"So I thought. By the way. I've just

seen poor Dolly, and her husband is as
had as the rest of them. Dolly has been
hunting all over the country for a cheap
Place ta spend the Summer in. She found
one where she could board for $4 a week
the other day, and still her husband isn't
satined."
""f course not; he"
">'o; he has figured it up that it is so

far > way and so hard to get to that it
"'"O"1'! much to go there as to Sum¬
mer s't -V«wp«»rt or Long Branch. And
after he bad impressed It upon her that the
board must be oheajl!"

I know. My husband Is just the same.

Why, I was out calling the other day when
it began to ralu^ I was too economical to
hire a cab, so 1 borrowed an umbrella and
walked home. In doing so. I spoiled un¬
lovely new shoes, and my hnsbnnd actually
got out pencil and paper and tried to prove
to me, mathematically tlmt I had los<
money Instead of sav !«. because the j

under their twice-turned jackets. He was
much better dressed than I was, and car¬
ried himself with some show of fashion.
Duke had left when we reached home,

and his absence I hardly regretted. I
wanted time in which to measure my con¬
duct and provide against the future.
"Well," said my brother, as we entered

the sitting room, "you've decent quarters,
Ilenny, and no doubt deserve them for be¬
ing a good boy. You can give me some
breakfast, I suppose?"
"If you don't mind eating alone," I said.

"I've got no appetite." ,

"All the worse for you. I never lose
mine." The table was already laid as
Duke had left It. I fetched a knuckle of
ham from our private store and placed it
before my unwelcome guest, who fell to
with a healthy vigor of hunger.

"It's as well, perhaps. I didn't find you
last night," he said, munching and enjoying
himself. "We should have set up late and
then I might have overslept myself and
missed the fun. I say, didn't he go down
plump? I hoped the rope would break and
that we should have it over again."
"Jason!" I cried, "drop it, wont you? I

tell you I got caught there by mistake and
that the whole thing was horrible to me!"
"Oh, all right," he said, with a laugh. "I

shouldn't have thought you'd have cared,
but I wont say anything more about it."

I would not challenge word or tone in him.
To what could I possibly appeal in one so
void of the first instincts Of humanity.
He pushed his plate away presently and

fetched oqt a tittle pipe and began to smoke.
I had sat all the time bv the window, look¬
ing vaguely upon the crowded street.
"Now," I said, turning to him, "let's hear

why you are in London?"
He raised his eyebrows with an affectation

of perplexity.
"Didn't I tell you?" he said. "But there's

nothing to explain. I wanted to come and I
came."
"Four days ago?"
"More or less."
"But what brought you? Where did you

get the money?"
'Never mind. Thar's my affair. I did get

It and there's an end."
"How long do you intend to stop?"
"It all depends upon circumstances.

Maybe I shall get something to do here."
"Well, you might. I had nothing more to

recommend me than you have when I first
came."
"Not so much, my £ood fellow."
He threw out his chest and a whiff of

smoke together.
"I've more about me to take the fancy, I

believe, and I'm not handicapped with a de¬
pressing secret for the unscrupulous to
trade upon. Besides, you forget that I've
a friend at court, which you never had."
"Meaning me. It's uo good. I can tell

you in the very beginning. I've not influ¬
ence enough with my employer to foist a
useless fresh hand upon him."
"We'll see, my friend.we'll see. perhaps,

by and by. I'm not in any hurry. I
haven't the slightest intention of working
till I'm forced to."
"I suppose not. But What are you going

to do in the meantime?"
"Enjoy life, as I always do."
"Here, in London?"
"Yes, of course."

shoes cost seven dollars and the cab fare
would only have been one."
*'As if it wasn't the principle of the

thing! Besides, the shoes could not have
really been worth seven dollars if a little
water spoiled them! Well, my husband has
been making such an awful fuss about the
gas bill that I determined to lower it or

die.'"'
"Why, so does my husband. He raves

like a madman every time the bill comes

in.says It's a swindle and all that. Then
be goes down to the gas office and says:
'It's pretty steep this month, but I guess
I'll have to settle it.' After telling me that
he intends to blow up the whole company
and have the meter taken out!"

f ,!Wsll, I didn't dare to say any-
thirig to the cook about the amount she
used, and I only tried turning it out in the
front hrtll one evening. That evening my
husband's rich uncle, who had disapproved
of his marriage, came to call for the first
time. .Seeing no light in the hall, he
(hought we were out, and went away with¬
out ringing the bell. Then my husband,
coming in from the club, knocked over my
lovely Psyche and reduced her to atoms.
The next evening I turned the gas to a
bead in the library, pulled np the shade to
let. in the glare from the electric light
across the street, then fell asleep in my
chair. I thought he'd feel badly to come
in and find me in the dark."
"And didn't he?"
"No. The window was lowered, the

curtain blew into the gas jet and we
had a three hundred dollar \fire. Oh, it's
no use to talk economy to my husband!"

PIN MONEY.
The term "pin money," as applied to

the allowance given to women for their
personal expenditure, had its origin in
the fourteenth century, where pins were
lirst invented. ^

For a long time the maker was only al¬
lowed to sell them on the first ajid second
days of January, and as they w^re very
expensive only the wealthy could purchase
them. It then became the custom to give
women at the time of their marriage a
certain allowance for buying pins, and on
the days mentioned they flocked to the
places of sale provided with the money Wins
bestowed.
At the present time, when pins are com¬

mon and inexpensive, a woman's allowance
is spent ou other fancies, but the original
term "pin money" still clings to it.

"It is not only immoral, but 'bad form.'
to make random assertions that"canuoi be
verified. Good taste will refuse to make
very many assertions, even though they
can be verified." .

"We can't put you up at this place. It's
impossible."
"Wait till you're asked. I've got my own

quarters."
"Where?"
"Find out If you can. I keep my private

burrow secret.'1
"Well, I don't want to. It's all very

qrreer, but I suppose you know your own
business best."
"Naturally," he said, and sat frowning

at me a littte while.
Then presently he rose and came and

looked down upon me.
"Kenny," he said, quietly, "I'm going

now, but I shall look you up from time to
time. I just want to say a thing first,
though. You haven't received me very
well, and I sha'n't forget* it. There's a new
manner about you that's prettier than it's
quite safe. You seem to have thought mat¬
ters over and to have come to the conclu¬
sion that this lapse of years has titled you
over a little difficulty we remember. 1
only want to suggest that you don't pre¬
sume upon that too far. Grant It to be
true, as old Crackenthorpe said, that that
fellow Muller's fate Isn't likely to be yours.
I can make things pretty hot for you, nev¬
ertheless."
He nodded at me once or twice, with his

lips set, and so walked from the room.
For an hour after he had gone, regardless

of the calls of business, I sat on by the win-
dowx pondering the meaning of this down-
swoop and Its likely influence on my for¬
tunes. Let It not be supposed'that fear
held me under.
The nervous apprehension of boyhood had

left me; I had carved out an Independent
path fon, myself and had prospered. Was it
likely that, thus restored, as it were, to
manliness, and cured of my long-bleeding
wound by a determined course of moral
asceticism. I could weakly succumb to a
sense of fatality and permit the sore to re-

gather unresisting? I was stronger by
nature and experience than this blackest of
blackmailers. He woh takes his moral
fibre from humanity must, necessarily sur¬
pass the egotist who habitually drains upon
himself.
As to the mere fact of my brother's jour-

ney hlther.and his acquirement of the means
which enabled him to do so and to present a

becoming appearance,, I cared to speculate
but little^ I might have known that such as
he would never rest content to drone otft life
in an old cathedral town. London was the
natural goal of his kind, and when the mi¬
gratory fit came he was bound by hook or
by crook to gather the wherewith for his
flight.

It was the immediate pre^nce of his
blackrent mood that I had to combat, and I
found myself strong to do so. By sense of
self-respect.by sens® of just indignation.
by sense of duty to those who had long be¬
lieved in and trusted me, my will rose by-
leaps and bounds to a fierce determination
of resistance. I would not own his mastery;
I would anticipate him and force the crisis
he wished to postpone for his own gain an*!
my torment. That very evening would I
tell Duke all and abide by his judgment.
And Dolly? Here on the instant I com¬

promised with manliness and so admitted
a weak place in my armor. Viewed
through the dizzy mist of my own past and
haunted suffering, this sweet and natural

pour 09ometi 091?

Spring and Spring fever bring no abate¬

ment to the activity and ambition of the

women -rt-ith missions. They make speeches
and pleas, plan schools and write books as

energetically in languid May as in bracing
November.
Out in California Miss Frankie Lane is

the woman of the hour, and that in spite
of the diminutive ending of her first name.

Sbrt is of Oakland. She is twenty-one years
old and is already a lawyer, an orator and
a politician. Perhaps wheu she is older
and her mcjntal energies are less widely
diffused, she will be fewer th'ngs. but just
at present she Is probably more interesting
than she will ever be again. She lias just
been admitted to the bar She is a de¬
termined and persistent applicant, for
membership In the Law Club In Oakland,
which the men have so far persisted in
keeping an exclusively masculine organiza¬
tion. She Is a Popnllst of the most ardent
type aud she speakh at Populist, gatherings.
Down in Philadelphia Miss Mary Chau-

ning Whiter has been the woman most

prominent during the pa3t week. Miss Wis-
;<;r Is a member of the Civic Club of her
city, and the Civic Club is interested in
a movement to have some of the theories
and practices of good citizenship taught to
the children In the public schools. Miss

child stood out, such a tender vision of in- |
noeence thai I dared not arrogate .o m>-
self the right of informing St with an ev I
that must be negative only in the fiis. in¬
stance. How can I imperil, her soul, I
thought, by shattering at a blow Ue'image,
my image, that enlightens It.' Sophistrj
sophistry; for what true woman falls from
love of a man because he is menaced from
a past that was empty of her influence.
What true woman is tire worse for learning
that her idol is poor humanity after all.
not a thing to worship, but a soul to help
and protect.a soul thirsting for her deep
wells of sympathy V
She who feels with rapture the sharp

drain of baby lips at her breast has it in
her to yearn with love toward one who
would cling to her and draw upon her for
ihe sweet milk of help and pity that she
pains to be eased of.
Had I been -.vise to forestall my brother

with all whose influence was upon my life
a great miserv might have been averted.
In this instance I temporized and the fatal
cloud of calamity rose above the horizon.
Why was it that, at the first. Dolly was

much more in my mind than Zyp? That I
cannot answer altogether, but so it was.
The balance of my feelings was set no
differently; yet. while it seemed quite right
and proper that Zyp should estimate me
at. my dual personality. I shrunk with
shuddering from the thought of Dolly
knowing me as I knew myself. Perhaps It
was that, for all my sense of passionate
affinity to the wild creature once so part
of my destinies. 1 recognized in the other
the purer "soul; that It was the love of the
first I desired, the good will of the second.
Perhaps, also, the recognition of this drove
me on again to abide by my decision of the
morning. It is useless to speculate now;
for the little unhappy tale ended other¬
wise than as I had prefigured it. What¬
ever might have been Is circling in Inferno
with the melancholy ghosts of nonfulfill¬
ment. My day had begun with an omen
as ghastly as its sequel was to be.

Chap. XX..Duke Speaks.
That evening, in the luminous dusk of our

sitting room, I sat up and gave Duke my
history. He would have stopped me at the
outset, but I would brook no eccentric
philosophy in the imperious fever of in¬
sistence that was my mood. I told him of
all that related personally to me.my deed,
my repentance,*my brother's exposure and
renewed menaces; but to Zyp I only re¬
ferred in such manner as to convoy the
impression that whatever influence she
had once exercised over mc was dead with
boyhood and scarcely to be resurrected.
That here I Intentionally told a half-

truth only, cowardly in the suspicion that
the whole would be resented by my hearer
on Dollv's behalf, I cannot deny. My per¬
ceptions, however, though yet confused
from the shock of their sudden awaken¬
ing, were rapidly blinking In the light, and
I dared not commit myself to a policy of
absolute confidence.
When I had finished there was a silence,

rt-hich I myself was forced at length to

hl"Dnke," I said, "haven't you a remark
to make.no word of advice or rebuke?
"Not one, Renny. What concern have

we with that past existence of yours?
.'Oh. for heaven's sake drop that non¬

sense foi" once in a way. It s a very ^realtrouble to me, whatever it is to you.
"Old man. you did, and you repented In

one day. The account up there must bal¬
ance."
.'You think it must?'
"We are masters of our acts, not of our

impulses. An Impulse Is reflex to any out-i
side force of circumstances, lou strike a
bell and it clangs. You strike a man and
the devil leaps out at his eyes. It s in
the rebound that the thought comes that
decides the act. In this case yours was
natural to yourself, for you are a good fel-

l0"And so are you, a hundred times over.
to take it so. You don't know the terror it
has been to me.that it must be to me still
in a measure., The account may balance;
but still"..
"Well?"

,,...."The boy.my brother.died.
. Yes.after you had tried to save him.
"Duke.Duke, you can't hold me not to

^"Pdon't, indeed. You were very much to
blame for not retreating when your better
meel gave vou the chance. It s for that
you'll be called to account some day.not
th"WelVr'l'll stand up and cry peceavl!"
I said, sadly. "I'll not plead what punish¬
ment has been exacted from ihe here
"Rennv " said Duke, from the shadow

of his side of the rootn,# "what's this elder

explained"Jason's' appearance to the

be"Ah." he said,* quietly, "I thought so."
"What do vou mean?"
"Nothing. Only I saw him this afternoon

taking the bearings ^of the office from

l'"Ver/'lfkeiy1. ^He^ mentioned something
ihout 'using my influence with Ripley toSve him a berth later on. Probably he
was debating his ground."
"You haven't given your confidence to

any oho but me in this matter t

iKS"«'?&<¦ Shall I tell HIP-
ley?"

3 ©Are (Enjoying fp

Jamming V/liTfrR*

Wister is chairman of the Committee on

Municipal Government In the club, and has
been very active in organizing a League of
Good Citizenship In the grammar schools.

In Chicago Miss Caroline A. Huling is
temporarily enjoying the light that beats
about a woman who publishes a "problem
book." Her re ent contribution to thought-]

"It's my opinion you should. Forestall
your brother In every direction."
"Well, yours and his are the only two

that concern me."
"One other, Kenny."
"Where?"
"Dolly."
He leaned forward and looked at me

with such intensity of earuostnes-s that his
black eyes seemed to pierce to my very
>oul.

"Shall I," he said.and his gaze never left
my face."shall I acknowledge your confi¬
dence with another?"
"It shall be sacred, Duke," I answered

low. "If it refers to past or present."
He threw himself back, with a sudden

wail.

"I Saw Duke Leap to His Fe
Beside

"To both!" he cried; "to both!"
The reaction from set sternness was so

sudden and unexpected in him that I could
only jump to my feet with no word of re¬
sponse.
He was himself a-gain directly.
"Bah!" he cried; "What a woman I am!

Sit down, Kenny. I tell you, and you shall
for once find me sick of philosophy and
human."

I resumed my seat, fairly dumfounded
at this revelation of unwonted depths in
my friend, and stared at him in silence;
once mote he iesned forward and seemed
to read me through.
"Kenny, tell me.do you wish to make

Dolly your wife?"
"Duke, updn my soul, I don't know."
"Do you love her?"
"ir i moughr 1 did as you meant it, I

could answer your first question."
"And you can't?"
"No, 1 can't."
"Kenny, make her happy. She loves you

with all her heart."
"Would that be fair to her, Duke? Let

me know my own mind first."
"Ah! I am afraid you don't care to know

it; that you are playing with a pleasur¬
able emotion. Take care.oh. take care, I
tell you! The halt and maimed see fur¬
ther "in the dark than the vigorous. I could
prophesy like a pythoness, sitting here
wife^ my legs crumpled under me. Kenny,
there Is trouble ahead. I know more of
women than y$>u do; perhaps because, cut
off from manly exercises, I can sympathize
more fully with their often colorless lives.
I can gauge their temptations and their
weaknesses. I see a way of striking at
vou that you don't dream of. Be grgpt

'empofary I^enoWr\.

ful literature Is a novel called "The Cour¬
age of Her Convictions." It is particularly
recommended to fathers, for it sets forth
the doctrine that "most fathers have no

real conception of their triie relations to
their children; that the little ones are

injured who do, not have the sympathetic
companionship of a loving father, and that
the mothers alone cannot do justice to their
offspring." Miss Huling is a clever and
skilful writer, however, and manages to
present even these sentiments in a form
which is interesting. Besides being a
writer she is a notary public, a Good Temp¬
lar and a lecturer.
Miss Coffin, of Detroit, Is employed in

the Herculean task of reforming school
methods so that "education will really edu¬
cate," she says. She is a special teacher
and acting assistaut superintendent of the
Detroit schools. In speaking of her work
Miss Coffin says; "Our seVeu-year-olds aie
to-dai planting seeds In boxes containing
differait kinds of soil and watching their
growth to see whether sand or fine, rich
srtil is best for them; also, noting that
heat and light and moisture are needed
for their growth. Our nine-year-olds re

studying the weather from day to day
to note its effect upon vegetable life around
us. They see the growing grass aud flow¬
ers, and well know these warm April days
arc necessary to such growth." i

with resolve. Save my little book-sewer,
I implore you."
"Duke," I said, with extreme emotion,

for I fancied I could catch the shine of
most unaccustomed tears in his dark eyes,
"iny good, dear fellow, what is the mean¬
ing of this? I would do anything to make
you or Dolly happy; but where is the senile
of half-measures? If you feel like this,
why don't you.1 say it with all love.why
don't"..
He struggled to his feet, and with a

wild, pathetic action drew emptiness about
him with enfolding arms.
"I tell you." he cried, in a broken voice,

"that I would give my life to stand in your
shoes, valuing the evil as notlling to" the
sweet."

et, and there Was Something
i Him.

He dropped his head on his breast like a
stricken eagle, and I had no word to say.
My -wilful blindness seemed to me at that
moment as vile a thing as any in my life.
Suddenly he stood erect once more.
"There!" he muttered, passing his hand

in a dazed manner across his forehead.
"The murder is out."
"But not the sentence, Duke. Go to her

for It." - '

"Renny," he said, with a faint smile, "for
all your good friendship, you don't know
me yet, I see. I'm too stiff-jointed to
kneel."
"Don't curse me for blighting your life

like this. I nursed my own grievances too
closely to give a finger to others. What a
selfish our I have been! But, Duke- I new>r
guessed. If 1 had.it didn't matter t,o me
I would have walked over a precipice rather
than cross your path."
"How could you know. Wasn't I sworn

to philosophy?
"And it can't be now?"
"It can never be."
"Think, Duke.think."
"I never do anything else. Love may

exist on pity, but not on charity. I put my¬
self on one side. It is her happiness that
has to be considered Crst; and, Renny, you
know the way to it."
"Duke, have you always felt like this to¬

ward her?"
"Always. I feel here that I should an¬

swer you according to my theory of life.
But I have shown you my weak side. Every
negro, they say, worships white as the com¬

plexion of his unknown God. Prom my first
sight of her I h*>ve tried to rub my sooty
soul clean.have .ried every means like the
'Black-Gob' committ<*t> in Hood's poem."
"I think you have been successful.if any

OUR SUMMER NOSES.
How to Prevent Sunburn and

Its Attendant
Ills.

Recipe for an All-Healing1 Balm Which
Works a Marvellous ¦

Cure.

The Summer nose, with its trials and

vexations, its power of triumph over mind

and matter;' the nose of scarlet, that ruins

us quite as we stand arrayed in Paris gow

and hat; the nose that asserts itself and

will not pale, looms up before us and de¬

prives us of the unalloyed bliss of out-of-
door life through the delightful coming
months.
"I could swear at my nose!" I heard a

New York belie say, one August evening,
as she gazed at the red, shiny member re¬

flected from her cheval glass.
"You needn't, Doris," retorted her sister;

"your nose is, without your assistance, a

scorching anathema for all the world to

take note of."
A good many of us have suffered from

the swearing red nose. I have found, how
ever, that, with a moderate amount of^jce-
cautlon to offset the abandon and careless¬
ness we love to cultivate in the months of)
out-of-door freedom, we need not fear old
Sol at his worst. If we consider that
sunburn is just like any other burn, we

can readily save ourselves the blistering
and peeling stages by taking it in hand
at the commencement. If you accidentally
.burned your hand from the heat of the
stove (however slightly) you would take
«are of It; you certainly would not inten¬
tionally repeat the operation.
By following the advice here given

scores of women have assured me I hey
spend the long days of July and August
on water or laud, minus veil or umbrella,
without any of the disagreeable results of
sun-burn. Of course I am not now speak¬
ing of that delightful and healthy tan,
through which the red blood shows in
cheeks so enchantingly that the Summer
girl is rendered only the more charming
by the delicate browns the winds and
weather have given her fine skin.
Just as soou as you begin to expose your

uncovered face to the sun you should recol¬
lect that the burning must be allayed, the
skin dried from the boat must be softened,
and blistering prevented by a soothing skin
food. Nothing is so good i'.s a weil-iuade
cucumber cream for this purpose.cucum-
bcr cream made fresh cucumbers, if you

rubbing was necessary. T think at least
you have proved your affinity to her, and
will claim and be claimed by her in the
hereafter."
"I shall not have the least chance, then,

for striving to procure her happiness here.
"Oh, Duke.no!"
I stood abashed in presence of so much

lofty abrogation of self. How petty seemed
my owg struggles in contrast with this
single-hearted endurance!
"What am I to do'/" I said, humbly. "I

will be guided by you. Shall I study to
make our Interests one and trust to heaven
for the right feeling?"
"First tell her what you have told me.

You need have no fear."
"Very well. I will do so on the first op¬

portunity."
"That confidence alone will make a bond

between you. But, Renny.oh, don't de¬
lay."
"I won't, Duke.I won't. But I wish you

would tel! me what danger it is you fear."
"If I did you would think it nothing but

a phantom of my brain. I have said I see
in the dark. This room is full of fantastic
shapes to me. Let me alone for my dreams.
Perhaps they are only the goblin lights
born of warp and disease."
"I will speak to her next Sunday."
"Not sooner?"
"I can't very well. We must be alone

together, without risk of interruption."
I would have told him of our yesterday's

talk, only that it seemed a cruel thing to
take even him into that broken and tender
confidence.
"Very well, lot It be then, as you value

her happiness."
He had resumed his seat and now sat si¬

lent for some minutes, leaning duskily be¬
yond the radiance of the lamp.
All day it had been close and oppressive

and now thunder began to moan and com¬
plain up the lower slopes of the night.
Suddenly, in the ominous stirring of the

gloom, I hecaine conscious that my com¬
panion was murmuring to himself.that a
low current of speech' was issuing from hia
lips, monotonous as the bubble of delirium.
"There was a window in the roof, where

stars glittered like bubbles iu the glass.
and the ceiling came almost down to the
floor on one side and I cried often with ter¬
ror, for the window and I were alone.
Sometimes the frost gathered there, like
white skin over a wound, and sometimes
the monstrous clouds looked in and mocked
and nodded at me. I was very cold or else
my face cracked like earth with the heat-
and I pould not run away, for he had
thrown me down years before and the mar¬
row dried in my bones. There had been
a time when the woman came with her
white face and loved me, always listening,
and crept away looking back'. But. she
went at last and I never saw her again."
"Duke!" I whispered."Duke!" but he

seemed lost to all sense of my presence.
"He came often, and there was a great

dog with him. whose flesh writhed with
folds of gray, and the edges of his tongue
were curled up like a burning leaf.and the
dog made my h,eart sick, for its eyes were
full of hate like his. find when he made il
snarl at me I shivered with terror lest a
movement of mine should bring it upon me.
And sometimes I heard it breathing outside
the door and thought if they had forgotten
to lock it and it came In I should die! But
they never forgot, and I was left alone with
the window in the room and nothing else.
But now I feel that if I could meet that dog
.now, now I should scream and tear it with
my teeth and torture it inch by inch for
what it made me suffer."

I cried to him again, but he took no heed.
"There was water. In the end, and great,

dark buildings went up from it and the
thunder was iu the thick sky. Then he said:
'Drink,' and held something to my lips, and
I obeyed because I was in terror of him. It
was fire he gave me, and I could not shriek
because it» took me by the throat.but I
fell against the water and felt it lap toward
me, and I woke screaming and T was in a
boat.I was in a boat. I tell you."
There came a booming crash overhead and

the room for a moment weltered with ghast-
ly light. In its passing I saw Duke leap to
his feet, and there was something beside
him.a shape.a mist.one of the phantoms
of his brain.no, of mine.Modred, pointing
and smiling. It was cone in an instant.a
mere trick of the nerves. But, as I stood
shivering and blinded, I heard Duke cry in
a terrible voice.
"Renny.listen! It was on such a night ai

this that my father poisoned me!"

To be continued to-morrow. This story
began in the Journal April 27.

A Supplement of the Journal
containing the first seven chap¬
ters of "The {Mill of Silence"
will be mailed to any address
upon receipt of a two cent
stamp.
can get them; if not, of the cucumber exp
tract as follows:

CUCUMBER CREAM.
Oil of almonds R ounces
Spermacottl 8 ounces
White wax 2 ounces
Essence cucumber % ounce
Hose water 1 ounce
Glycerine 1 ounce
Cocoanut oil..... 2 ounces
Lanoline 2 ounces

Melt the oils, lanoline, spermaeetti and
white wax in a hot water bath. Add gly¬
cerine and essence cucumber. Beat con¬

stantly while cooling. Last of all add the
rose water.
Apply the cream always at night, and,

if possible, whenever you are conscious

that^-ou are badly burned. For example,
if you have spent the morning on the water
without veil or sunshade, and have an

hour of quiet Iu the afternoon, apply the
cream and keep it on1 just as long as you
Can. It will always prevent the nose

from skinning. In removing the cream

first use a soft bit of linen, then warm

water. If the oils have not all been re¬

moved and the face is shiny and seems too
sore to use soap, try a little Vichy water.
Apply the cream whenever you can and
occasionally a zinc ointment. You may,
of course, use any of the various emulsions,
benzoin preparations, etc., as accessories,
if you find them agreeable, but nothing
liquid will feed the burned cuticle like the
cream. HARRIET HUBBARD AYER.

FROU-FROU,
The wise owl, stamped In white upon sta¬

tionery and in green upon the panels of
carriage doors, is the crest of ex-Mayor
Hewitt's family, with the motto beneath,
"By day as well as by night."
Miss Iiyelyh Burden will be one of a

number of young AmeMcan ladles pre¬
sented to the Queen at the next Drawing
Room.

Mrs. Henry Clews and her daughteK Miss
Elsie Clews, drive nearly every fine after¬
noon *in the Park, and their victoria la one
of the most beautiful seen on the Boule¬
vard.

Mrs. Le Grand Cannon is a regular at¬
tendant at the Church of the Ascension
and a member of one of the guilds.
One grande dame, who is as eccentric as

she Is rich, once sent to borrow the French
chef of a gentleman whom she knew only
slightly. She expected some high and
mighty personages to dinner and "my cook
will answer for you, while yours will much
better suit me." was one piquant phrase la
her note begging the loan ot a chef.

Mrs. Hamilton McK. Twombly's new
"cottage" at Newport will have some splen¬
did tapestries; they are old and rare am
once belonged to Miss Catherine Wolfe.


